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After much rest; labour delights; when pain
Succeeds long travail, rest grows sweet again.
Pain is the base on which his nimble feet
Move in continual change from sour to sweet.

This the contriver of your sports to-night             15

Hath well observ'd, and so, to fix delight
In a perpetual circle, hath appli'd
The choicest objects that care could provide
To every sense.    Only himself hath felt
The load of this great honour, and doth melt           20

All into humble thanks, and at your feet
Of both your Majesties prostrates the sweet
Perfume of grateful service, which he swears
He will extend to such a length of years
As fits not us to tell, but doth belong                       25

To a far abler pen and nobler tongue.

Our task ends here: if we have hit the laws
Of true delight, his glad heart joys: yet, 'cause
You cannot to succeeding pleasures climb,
Till you grow weary of the instant time,                   30

He was content this last piece should grow sour
Only to sweeten the ensuing hour.
But if the cook, musician, player, poet,
Painter, and all, have fail'd, he '11 make them know it,
That have abus'd him: yet must grieve at this, 35
He should do penance, when the sin was his.

PARAPHRASES OF PSALMS

[From the Wyburd MS. and manuscripts in the Bodleian Library and
the British Museum.]

PSALM I

1.  HAPPY the man that doth not walk

In wicked counsels, nor hath lent
His glad ear to the railing talk
Of scorners, nor his prompt steps bent
To wicked paths, where sinners went.                  5

2.  But, to those safer tracts confin'd,

Which God's law-giving finger made,
Never withdraws his weari'd mind